THE    STAR-SPANGLED    MANNER

'Sniff, ponder, sniff, smile?' I repeated.

'No, Look, notice, sniff, ponder, sniff, smile.*

'I see/ I tried it out.

'No,' said Mr, Tuttle. 'You want to take your
time.'

I tried again. I gave a long and lingering sniff.

*What's he smellin* that old bit of paper for?'
asked one of the onlooking girls.

*Gawd knows/ replied her sweet companion.
'Let's get on.'

They got on. I turned to look at them.

'Never mind them,' said Mr. Tuttle, 'just think
the part,'

To the best of my ability, I thought it. I looked,
I noticed, I sniffed, I pondered, I sniffed again, and
then, with a supreme effort, I broke into a tortured
smile.

And that was all.

As I was coming away Mr. Tuttle joined me.
'You aren't, by any chance, a relation of a man who
wrote a book called Twenty-five^ are you?*

'I wrote it/ I said gloomily.

He shook my hand with great vigour. 'Well,' he
said, 'if you can give us any more books like that I
hope you won't abandon writing in favour of acting/

'I shall not,' I said.

They tell me that the test was a great success. I
have not seen it. There are some illusions which one
\ to cherish,
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